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inside the good old paint-room of the Standard
Theatre.

When I went to Mosque again many acquaintances
remembered "Mr. Mahmoud," and during the eight
months through which I worked in Johannesburg, I
remained a regular attendant at the various Moslem
places of worship of this city. My co-religionists on the
Rand were principally Indians, but in those days
when the Chinamen still worked on the Mines, quite a
number of their slant-eyed faces could also be seen
bending over the prayer mats.

I mentioned my intention to go to Mecca, and great
was everybody's interest. "You are doing something
very dangerous," spoke Moosa and Essop and Ismail
and Ibrahim. Repeatedly I overheard men in turbans
and fezzes talking about the school, and when the course
of theatrical business ultimately took me down-country,
beyond the Karroo into Cape Town, I discovered a
whole number of prominent Mahomedan people had
decided to do me a good turn.

While idly sitting in a Mosque there one day a grizzled
Cape Malay, whom I knew as a respected Imam,
addressed me.

"Mr. Mahmoud," he said, "the Cape Town Koran
scholars have been speaking of your Pilgrimage, and
they all think that it is a virtuous but dangerous act.
Twenty of them have signed this paper which asks all
good Moslems to help you, the bearer, who though an
Englishman by birth, is without reproach and a member
of the Faith/1 Hereat the old man showed a document